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Enigma 


Author's Notes: 
A lot of credit goes to my beta, amazing Queen Jane, Approximately for \"Americanizing\’ Bob as well as 
everything else; hearts and flowers to you bbl 


| remember you well in the Chelsea Hotel 
You were famous, your heart was a legend 
You fold me again you preferred handsome men 


But for me you would make an exception.. 


(Leonard Cohen, "Chelsea Hotel") 
Three am, the most deceptively promising and futile of hours. Minutes drag on with no end, as it seems Too 
late for cigarettes and thinking. Sometimes at this hour | feel embarrassed to be alive. 


But not tonight. How could |, when my heart pounds so hard | have to brace myself to abide each passing 


minute? ls this where insanity comes from? Can one night be enough to make a person.. 


Don't. Just don't. You won't escape the reality of here and now so don't try; it will all be over sooner than you 
expect anyway. Leave the nonsense musings and face it: you're not feeling like this just because you're in his 
suite all alone with him, enthralling as it is. No, the crucial fact is: half an hour ago yet another incredible and 
incomprehensible process occurred in that head of his and he gently and politely kicked everyone out but you. 
He got rid of them because he wanted.. this. 


Only ‘this' has turned out to be just as tainted and awkward as anything else. 


| can see how uncomfortable he has become since then. | wish | could forget it, but his body language - the 
way he's shifting, the mercilessness with which he executes lighting his cigarette - persists in reminding me. 
All of the things that have made him so important to me - his redefinition of words, his wholly unique path 
toward madness, his lyrical autobiography, his innate ability to pulverize anyone with his words only to set 
them sailing on his music - these things don't even matter now. These things don't matter now as Bob Dylan is 
nervous. These things don't matter now as Bob Dylan is nervous because of me 


That's precisely what makes me feel like I'm losing my mind. | have no idea what to do, but worse, | am fairly 
certain he doesn't know, either. It is a strange thing to see your idol that way; almost as if the two of us are 


equals. 


Christ. 


He has dark glasses on. | hate them. | loathe being denied access to what reflections lurk beneath those thick 


lashes. 


Well, well, Leitch; time to play Spot the Most Luscious Part of Him again already? God knows you've become 


quite expert at breaking your own damn rules in a most.. perverse manner, so often you indulge in this little game.. 


Right, this is why | must avoid contemplating my own self - apart from the fact it's the most boring 
occupation on Earth - sooner or later one of these teenage lust driven thoughts which make me blush even 


now might pop up and destroy not only me, but also any chance | may have of communication with him. 


Communication This is the key when | think of Bob. Out of necessity, it has also been my utmost desire--of all 
of them it is the only one that has seemed even remotely attainable. | know some people think they can 
communicate with him, and it doesn't matter if they really do--l'd give my life for this very conviction. | take 
pride in the fact that I'm not like the rest of them, though, the grim majority of humanity that bombards him 
with questions. That's the largest mistake one could make. However, he doesn't avoid them--oh no, he prefers 
to dislodge and enfeeble these questions with posing twice as many of his own. Neither expecting nor giving 


answers; it only seems fair, doesn't it? 


Of course | want to be like him; everyone does, but it's always veneration or hatred, a constant conflict - 
which side are you on? - but never love. He lives surrounded by obsessive admiration, yet | can't imagine how 
he would react if he realized someone truly loved him. | often imagine his response, though | am aware my 


fantasies on this particular theme must be just as inaccurate as all the others. 


Yes, the ones | promised myself not to think of, either. 


At one point this evening he opened up much more than usual when, without being asked (naturally, it wouldn't 
go any other way), he told us (those who were still sober enough to listen) what common quality he'd 


observed in every musician he'd come to admire that made them great. 


"It was in their eyes," he said. "They kept telling me, ‘| know something that you don't: And | want to be that 


kind of performer." 


He did not ask us if he was-too obvious. It struck me as the most personal thing I've ever heard him say, but 


| still hope to hear more; perhaps tonight. After all, it's the only chance | will have for some time. 


God, how | cringe at that thought. 


The sofa on which I'm seated is close enough to Bob's armchair for me to see that behind the dark glass he 
keeps glancing at me in almost the same manner he did while he sang /ts All Over Now, Baby Blue. His stare 
may have been more gentle and less contemplative then, but still-- there had been so many people in here at 
the time it seemed almost dangerous to me. | prefer not to wonder how foolish /must have looked when | sang 
earlier, incapable of taking my eyes off of him for more than two seconds, my gaze soaking with admiration 
They must have been laughing behind my back afterward, but his is the only opinion | care about. Who would 
deny him anything, ever? Even publicly gawking that way at another man. 


Even when said man happens to be Donovan. 


He must have known they would notice the chemistry between us--he is far too sensitive to miss something 
like that. Yet, he acted as though he didn't care at all--l have never even dared imagine him as happy and 
relaxed as he was just an hour ago, when he forgot the unfortunate glass incident at last. It shocked me that 
even my favourite song could still surprise me with its compelling beauty, though | suppose Bob's mood must 
have had a lot to do with its profound newness. 


Since he finished singing it, | have been fighting to ignore my erection, and like most nineteen year olds, | fail 
time after time. Of course | could excuse myself, slip out to the bathroom and solve my problem, but it would 
feel strange. Pathetic-- blasphemous, even. How could | desecrate his apartment when he has shown me so 
much kindness? He could so easily make me feel like an impoverished relative, but instead | was - am - not 


uite a special quest, but certainly someone.. welcome. 
q P g y 


Yet another cigarette has been stubbed and all of a sudden he takes off the glasses, placing them carefully on 
a table. | adore the fleeting flash of sensitivity that appears whenever his eyes are exposed, but my delight is 
soon replaced by confusion as he starts to quite unceremoniously peer at me. Does it mean the next move is 
up to me? We are not equal partners in this game - | wouldn't even want us to be - its a part of the world 
order | accept. He seems to be waiting though, so | nervously begin to analyze the picture in front of me, 
hoping to find a resolution suitable for us both. Maybe if | use my poetic sixth sense we can reach some new 


level. 


Impression one: | love that place where his chin joins with his neck among elusive vestiges of stubble. No, no; 
because of the proximity of the neck, it would be too obvious and therefore sexual. Of course it wouldn't 
bother me so much once | got past my fears, but l'm not really the one in charge here. So, impression two: 
the eyelids. Oh, yes. It probably takes someone like me to fall in love with eyelids, but | have. They are prettier 
than his lashes and far more intimate. This is it: the question is not how anymore, only an issue of details. | 
have to compose the plan carefully, in spite of my dread, surmounting my own passiveness. | know | can do it; | 
am young enough and it is the only chance | might have in this lifetime. Besides, Derroll would kill me if he 
ever found out | let the dream of all dreams rip away and go. 


| silently say a short prayer for those about to sin and rise from my seat. Shyly, | approach the chair, bend 
forward with my hands pressed against its arms and, before he can react, brush my mouth against Bob 


Dylan's eyes. 


| knew he would clench; really, | expected almost anything could happen. But his cringe seems to be nothing 
beyond the ordinary; he would probably react like this even if Joan touched him in such a strange way. And, 
heavens: honey-smooth skin, tiny veins throbbing like the mechanisms of a Japanese mini-clock. | have just 
touched the two sweetest and most secret places in the world. | keep giving each one the same amount of 
kisses, waiting for the tension to ease. After about thirty seconds the apprehension, indeed, gradually melds 
with comfort, though never loosing its primal stringency of course, but its enough for me and | can't stop 


now, | can't.. 
"Stop it, please." 


We stay face to face but! stop my lips abruptly, leaving enough distance to assure him that he can push me 
away at any time. He looks shockingly vulnerable, but there are also other emotions playing on his face right 
now, one of them being scorn (hurts me a little, | should have been better prepared for that), and the rest.. 


Oh Bobby, darlin’, please give me more time to solve this puzzle. 
"Donovan.. do you think it's a good idea?" 
Oh Christ, another query. | don't imagine there are many people on this planet whose responses could be good 


enough for him, and | certainly am not one of them. | manage to gather my courage, though, counting on his 
uncertainty and the hope that he's just as scared as |, and hell, after all he is only five years older.. 


"Bob, please let me do it all. | want it so much, it won't hurt anybody.” 
"It might hurt us, dorcha think?" 


"Not you. You don't have to do anything, so it won't. It can hurt me, but that's none of your concern, is it?" 
My voice doesn't sound harsh, nor do | feel so. How could | be angry at a simple truth? Besides, something told 
me it would convince him. Only ten more seconds of a tense, abstracted stare before he finally collapses 


against the chair's back once more. 

| was right, then. 

‘Just..don't touch my mouth. Whatever you do, don't touch it. Nothing personal; | can't stand it" 
‘OF course. As you say." 


Ah, at last, | don't have to pretend anything, | can be docile and meek and act like the servant that | am to 
him. That thought would arouse me even more, if it were possible to be so. Well, that and the fact that I've 
finally found myself on my knees in front of him. 


Carefully, | take his beautiful and slender hands between my own. Uncannily human, | could spend my whole life 


staring at them but | prefer to touch, taste.. | place a small kiss upon one palm and ask, "Is that okay?" 


With his head thrown back and his eyes on the ceiling, his voice sounds distant and absent when he replies, "Go 


On... 


That's all the encouragement | need. One after the other | put each of the lanky, lacy fingers between my lip 
and lick and suck on them gently, sometimes rewarded by a hiss of pleasure, sometimes a nervous shift of his 
legs. | know it would be imprudent to look between them but | can't help it; and Christ, he is aroused. His pants 
are not about to burst their seams like mine, but still.. the bulge is quite obvious. | feel guilty about looking 
there; it seems so vulgar, I'm sure he would disapprove, but can | be blamed? | could touch myself at the 
very sight and come in ten seconds, but | must be mindful of my body; I'm sure he would be disgusted to find 


wetness spreading across the front of my trousers. 

In another leap of courage, | start to massage his thighs and nuzzle his erection through the denim. The 
expression of pure lust on his face becomes unmistakable, and it's compounded by another distinct growth of 
his shaft. Jesus, | am getting too close. Maybe if | just rub a little.. 

"Dono. You ok, kid?" 


Alarmed, | raise my head. 


"What's the matter, Bob? Have | done something wrong? You want me to stop? Do you." 


"Nah, nah. It's not that at all. You just seem so.." 


| seem? You didn't even look at me. Yeah, but you're Bob Dylan - you never have to look to actually see, do 
you? 


"| can tell you're aching. Down there." 
| don't think | have ever blushed so hard in my whole life. 


"So, | thought.. maybe you wanna go first? | think it will make it easier for me as well. Now, I'm too... well, I'm 


sort of worried about you, man" 
"Okay.. whatever you say, Bob. Just tell me how you want me to..” 
"Ah, it's kinda obvious, isn't it? | can't really do anything. That was the agreement" 


You could say that's pretty sadistic of him, except.it's not. Not really. Its just Dylanesque- exactly what | 


wanted, 


"Sure, I'll do it myself" Resist the temptation Resist the.. | can't, "But would looking count as doing something? 
‘Cause it would help me a great deal." 


"Of course | will look at you, man. Of course. Hey, but if you're thinking about doing it over my clothes.. again, 


nothing personal, but no. Would be too weird you know?" 


All. over.. his.. clothes. Never mind he said ‘no,’ the very notion is sufficient; if | dont start right now, soon 
there will be nothing left to start on. 


"Yes, Bob, yes. I'll just get myself a chair." 


It was most certainly not a hint for him to offer me his bed, so | have no idea why | wait for a fraction of a 


second before | get the bloody thing and sit down, 
"Mind if | smoke, Dono?" 


Of course, he's lighting up before | even shake my head in response. | don't know anymore if the thought of 
him smoking is erotic or not; there's simply too much for me to deal with right now. 


"Want me to speak? | don't think it technically fits our arrangement, but." 


"l. do as you please, Bob. | want anything you can offer." 


| unzip my trousers and with the quavering hands | take hold of myself. It would be ridiculous to ask whether 
he likes what he sees, | know it's not the point at all and it can never be, yet | can't help feverishly wondering. 
It feels so strange to be about to do this at last, after having played variations on this scene in my head a 


hundred times. 


As it turns out, though, a fantasy realized is nothing like its prototype. There's too much awkwardness and 
tautness and looking at Bob suddenly turns out to be the greatest challenge of all time - and why on Earth 
does the way in which he is dragging on his cigarettes seem so desperate to me? - but when | begin it 
becomes obvious my arousal has not eased in the least despite all the obstacles. My gaze is dropped, it is 
enough to know he is watching and also it makes me more aware of his smell, all nicotine and whiskey and 


sweat and Bobby. My breath quickens while | try to refrain from frantic moaning. 
"How's it feel?" 


| can tell he is not trying to provoke me, but | start nonetheless. It couldn't be anything other than curiosity, 


but his curiosity is enough to set my nerve endings on fire. 
‘Im asking ‘cause you're not looking at me. You know l'm still watching, don'cha?" 


"I know, Bob. Feels.. good. But hurts a lot, too." It is not because of the friction, | had quite enough pre-cum to 
begin with and after a while | discreetly spat on my palm. No, it's a completely different, wrenching kind of pain 
"Never hurt like this before." 


"| don't think I've ever seen a man doing it, ‘cept some exhibitionists in New York | guess, but | can tell you're 


going pretty fast. Maybe you should slow down a bit." 


So, now the most beautiful voice on the planet is advising me as to how | should masturbate. ‘Surreal’ would 
be a bit of an understatement. For what must be the thousandth time tonight, | fret over how | should react. 
Not that that's any different from how everyone else has to deal with Bob, but | doubt many of them have 


been in a position quite like this. 


| dare to glance at him at last. Intent, inquiring, inscrutable. A little worried, maybe, but at least not 


consciously contemptuous anymore. 


"Wish | could, but ahh.. feels too good. | don't mind if it hurts, | want to come, l.. oh God, am | talking too 


much?" 


"No, Dono," he flicks the ash on the carpet, "you can talk as much as you like. In fact, | want you to tell me.. 
tell me, when you squint your eyes, yeah, like right now..are you imagining that's my hand?" 


Holy Mother of God Of course, the first words that appear in my mind - yes, yes please fuck me senseless 


with your hand - would never even get past my larynx so | need quickly to come up with a replacement. 


"No... | don't think | can, oh Jesus, | can't.. lim so sorry Bob, but please speak to me if you will. Anything..." 


"You don't want to hear ‘anything,’ Donovan, don't lie to yourself. It's my hand if you want it to be. l'm touching 
you right now. Can you feel it? | want you to feel good. I'm fucking you with my hand and you're touching my 
hair, rolling my curls in your fingers, and you know | allow you to do that because | want you to. Come all over 
my hand, the hand that's caressing you right now. | want you to spurt and scream. Come for me, Donovan, 


come for.." 
"Bob, ah, Bob, | want you, want you so bad, Bobby, fuck, fuck, yes... 


Obscenities fly from my mouth forerunning the excruciating sob of a gut-deep, primal need. Images of Bob's 
perfect, unnaturally long fingers (even in the middle of a climax | don't dare to replace them with something 
more obvious) float under my lids as | imagine sucking them deep into my throat. My semen splashes over my 


Trousers as my body convulses and convulses with no end, my eyes wide shut. 


When I'm finished, before he can pose yet another insurmountable question, | hoarsely say, "It felt very good. 


Felt a little like dying, too." 


I'm trying to say more and suddenly | feel a paper towel stuffed into my hand. | open my eyes and notice Bob 
looking distracted and completely uninterested in both me and my words. | understand it is not that he doesn't 
care, rather that he knows everything | was going to say already, so it doesn't really hurt me all that much. 
Neither does the fact that his next statement, as | wipe off my jeans and he lights up yet another cigarette, 


is a proposal to call the hotel reception and get me a taxi. 

"You know, the last concert tomorrow, followed by a fucking awful journey.” 

| accept his apologies with a sad smile and add | would like to wait outside, just because | know otherwise he 
would have suggested it. | go to the hall to put my cloak on and even though | keep telling myself | am 


reconciled, the thought of bidding farewell suddenly becomes deathly horrific. | helplessly lean my head against 


the mirror. Christ, when will l.. 
"You'll see me again," | hadn't heard him sneak into the hall. "I'll be back in merry ol' England soon. You'd better 
not be bigger than me next time though, kid" 


| try to regain my composure after growing a little ashamed at being caught so completely off-guard (as if | 


weren't like this all the time when he's around anyway). 
"I won't be, Bob, you know | won't. And.. Bobby?" 


Just a look; | see the first signs of impatience, but | can't give up this time. 


‘Sorry, | have to ask.. It's not because | did something wrong, is it? You know | still wanted to.. very much." 


One step forward, he grabs my arms and looks straight into my face; all of a sudden | understand why he 
wears these awful glasses so often Every kid knows you can't look at the sun for long without losing your 


sight, but Bob Dylan doesn't need them to protect himself. 


‘lm looking forward to getting to know you better, Donovan I've already learned a thing or two about what kind 


of man you are. Thanks for the lesson 
His fingertips caress my nape, a passing breath brushes my ear and then he's gone. 


xE% 
As | go outside into the empty street, | decide screw the faxi and choose a long walk instead. It won't be enough 
for me to fully cool down, but then again, nothing can be right now. | don't want to completely sober up 


already anyway. 


Bob, now I'm sort of glad you threw me out--l always get a bit soppy in the afterglow. Even more so, | 
imagine, when it is preceded by the first orgasm | have ever experienced in company of another person. 


Nothing like | imagined and nothing like the movies; less blurry and romantic, more taunt and clumsy. More 


satisfying. 


A few minutes ago | found out you don't allow people to love you because you don't want to see them blinded 
and burnt to ashes. But Bobby, the sad part is, you cannot control every single human being that manages to 
get close to you. Of course, it's all over sooner or later anyway, but there's far more to that than you think. 


Yes, even you do make mistakes at times, reluctant as | am to admit it. 


Tomorrow you are there and | am lost but | won't fret over it at the moment, that would be too ungrateful. 
I'd rather contemplate the feeling of being someone special after all, and not only because of the sexual 
psychodrama we shared. No, it's more the fact you let me sing a song for you and you did the same for me. 


Just for me. 


And | know it is the closest to love we will ever get, Bobby. 


